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along, impelled by the oscillation of the Yast mass encompassing him.
Hainilcar commanded the Nnmidians to advance, but the Naffur precipitated themselves to meet the encounter. These men, habited in ample black robes, with a tuft of hair on the top of their heads, carrying rhinoceros leather-bucklers, wielded a blade without halt, held by a rope ; and their camels, stuck all over with feathers, gave vent to long, loud, gurgling plaints. Their blades fell in exact places, and then were lifted up with a sharp stroke, each time carrying off a limb. The furious camels galloped through the syntagma; those with broken legs hopped awkwardly, like wounded ostriches.
The entire Punic infantry fell again on the Barbarians,   and   broke   their line.     Their  maniples wheeled, separating one from another.    The more glittering arms of the Carthaginians encircled them like crowns of gold ; a swarming agitation filled the centre; the sun shone down on them, tipping the sword-points with white, dancing gleams.    Some files of the slain Clinabarians lay stretched on the plain;  the Mercenaries stripped off their armour and put it on themselves ; then they returned to the combat.    The Carthaginians, deceived, frequently entangled themselves in the midst of them.    Stupefaction kept them motionless, or else they fell back and the triumphant cheers which arose from a distance Boomed to drive them like wrecks in a storm. Hsitniloar was in despair, for all was going to be wrecked by the genius of MiUho and the invincible courage of the Mercenaries !
A noise of tambourines rang out on the horizon.